" Gabrielle, you remind me of the day we visited Winston together^
She smiled suddenly.   " I must have been a dreadful child."
" You were always what you are. That's basic, my sweet." He
took her hands.
She cried in panic, " Don't say good-bye to me, Kit. I couldn't bear
it."
He bent to her mouth and touched it lighdy with his own. " I'll
be seeing you, Gabrielle."
With her hands pressed against her lips to still their quivering, she
watched him go. Tall and broad and vital. The lamplight slanting
across his blond head.
A few days later he and Elk sailed for England. They reached
London in the dark days of the war scare. Elle hated the encroaching
gloom. "This isn't the England I remember," she remarked
petulantly.
At home, during the suspense of September, with the radio and the
newspapers couched in war headlines, Gabrielle longed for them to
come home. Slowly it dawned on her that her own plans were in
jeopardy. On a Sunday morning, while he accompanied her to church,
Dumas quieted her fears.
" Look, my dear, it's autumn. Clear and colourful. There's no
darkness here. But peace can't come if you cry war. There is no
greater medium than the spoken word."
Gabrielle thought that he was not being realistic. But his explana-*
tion caused her to wonder if his was not the real world and hers one
of shadow.
"We're just one person, you and I, Gabrielle. But all over the
earth we make an enormous company. War is a conflagration. Why
shouldn't peace be the same thing if we give it propaganda? " So she
stilled herself, and in church, as countless others knelt all over the land,
lifted a prayer. " My peace I give unto you."
Lambert Dorcas gave her another peace-offering. He arrived af
her home in a breathless state to tell her that he was playing his own
song over the radio the following Sunday night and that he wanted her
to sing it. Gabrielle was taken by surprise. In the morning, she took
an hour off from the office and accompanied Lambert to the radio
station. She auditioned before Nicholas Hatter, president of the Vale-
Hatter Company, sponsors of the Sunday peace programme. She was
a little nervous, but fright slipped from her as she sang Lambert's
song.
Mr. Hatter didn't waste words.   He said, " The job's yours, Miss
276